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command to that of others he shivered with appre-
hension. And then he would comfort himself with
the thought that he had power enough as it was.
He would leave things as they were.

Now, as he started up the High Street, from
somewhere or other an unpleasant discomfort struck
him. Why? He liked to mingle with the crowd, to
think that, in this case or that, by a little manipula-
tion, he could use his power and acquire more money
and more authority. As he walked in a crowd such
as this he seemed to himself to exert an influence
over everyone near him, as in that silly dream of his
brother's when the figure had emerged and everyone
had vanished.

But this afternoon he was uneasy. He even
looked behind him as though someone were following
him. He had half a mind to turn home again, but
curiosity drove him forward. He would see the
preparations that they had made for this ridiculous
Pageant, spending money like water. Even the
Cathedral, which he visited more often than Leggett
knew, would be interesting on a day like this. He
sometimes went up to the Whispering Gallery and,
looking down, wondered how much all the brass and
stone and carving was worth. . . .

Then he saw Lampiron,

Furze was half-way up the High Street, between
Bellamy's and Crispangle's and exactly opposite
Bennett's, when he came upon Lampiron. It hap-
pened that, at the same moment, Canon Ronder
and Gaselee came out of Bennett's and stood, for a
minute or two, in the doorway, watching the happy
crowd. Ronder had been wishing to acquire a
certain novel, and old Bennett had been advertising